A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.               10$

would not rise till he pardoned me. ' Pardon me,' 1 said,
* pardon me, I heseech yon, father, for I spoke in madness.
Pardon me, pardon me, dear father ! It was in madness,
for indeed there is something which comes over me some-
times like madness, but now it will never come, because
you love me. Only tell me that you love me, and I will
always do everything. I am most grieved for what I said
about the Baroness. She is too good ! I will never give
you again an uneasy moment, not a single un-easy moment.
Now that I know that you love me, you may depend upon
me, you may indeed. You may depend upon me for ever ! '

He smiled, and raised me from the ground, and kissed my
forehead. ' Compose yourself, dearest boy. Strelamb must
soon come in. Try more to repress your feelings. There,
sit down, and calm yourself.'

He resumed his writing directly, and I sat sobbing my-
self into composure. In about a quarter of an hour, he
said, 'I must send for Strelamb now, Contarini. If you
go into the next room, you can wash your face.'

"When I returned, my father said, * Come ! come! you
look quite blooming. By the bye, you are aware what a
very strange figure you are, Contarini? After being
closeted all the morning with me, they will think, from
your costume, that you are a foreign ambassador. Now go
home and dress, for I have a large dinner party to-day,
and I wish you to dine with me. There are several persons
whom yon should know. And, if you like, yoti may take
my horses, for I had rather walk home.'

CHAPTER XXII.

I WAS so very happy that, for some time, I did not think of
the appalling effort that awaited me. It was not till I had
fairly commenced dressing that I remembered that in the